RALPH    RASHLEIGH
'Shoot me, and make an end of it all. As well die that way
as by the rope.'
'What's all this?' demanded Foxley, turning.
'Only this jackass is tired of life,* answered Smith; 'and
I think it'd be a damn good thing to finish it for him/
'Not on your life, you don't/ said the chief. 'The crawling
beggar shan't get out of our clutches as easy as that. He's
going to wish himself dead a hundred times before we're
done with him.'
Foxley pushed him through the door and drove him
before him to a neighbouring open hovel, where a horse
stood.
'Saddle that beast, and lead it to the house/ he ordered.
When the horse was ready, and the two, with the horse,
had returned to the house, Foxley called to McCoy to bring
out McGuffin, who came out with his hands fast tied behind
his back. Foxley now mounted the horse, and Rashleigh was
ordered to take up a great bundle of plunder and bring it
along. He resolutely refused to do this, his reawakened
manhood being proof against the kicks and blows which
Smith and McCoy rained upon him. At last they bound the
bundle to his back, and fastened him securely to Foxley's
stirrup, by the wrists.
McGuffin had been left standing alone during this episode,
and Rashleigh saw the outraged girl who was to marry him
slip out of the house with a knife in her hand, and cut the
cord which bound her lover's arms. Swiftly they disappeared
through the door, which was instantly shut. Foxley, who
was busy directing the others in the securing of Rashleigh,
looked up just as the door shut.
'Ten thousand devils, seize the scoundrel, he's gone!*
he yelled, digging his heels into his horse's flanks. The
animal was young and leaped forward in alarm at the sudden
215